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playdate 


Author's Notes: 
| love drabbles so much (both reading others\ and composing my own), but don\'t want it to seem like I\'m 
shamelessly padding my story count with too many, so decided to start another multi-chapter arc of them to 


accompany \"How Can You Do It Alone\’. Please.pretty please..feel free to review each bit individually, for | get 
off on feedback. 


"Did you have fun?" Roger asks an uncharacteristically subdued Syd in the passenger seat as he drives them 


home. 


"It was the bestest.most scariest..time EVER" Syd looks out the window while he answers. “Better than 
Octopus Ride at the carnival.. Thanks, Roger. How did you know..?" 


"Amazing powers of observation" Roger dryly deadpans, softening to add “You and Keith looked really cute 
together." 


"So did you and Peter." Syd shyly shares, beseeching "You won't tell Richard, will you?" 


“Absolutely not" is an easy promise to make, but Roger entertains sadistic speculation as to how THAT 


conversation might sound. 


stripes 


Author's Notes: 
Fun to showcase differing family dynamics... 


"Jeez, Mum, what happened to your back?" Moonie noses into steamy chamber where Pete has emerged from 


hot shower. "Who's been playin’ rough with you, then?" 


"Get out of here, little Loon, or you'll be wearing matching ones." He had been trying to admire delightfully 


acquired stripes in mirror, but now hides them under robe. 
"l'm not scared." Keith giggles "You never do worse than swats on the bum." 
"| could." Pete drills deeply ".and you know it. Don't test me." 


"Finally got him to say ‘yes'? Oooh, congratulations are in order. When's the wedding?" 


kabong 


Author's Notes: 
This drabble\'s a teaser, since | haven\'t yet finished \"How Can You Do It Alone\" chapter it accompanies. 


Soon... 


"Have you seen my new Gretsch?" Dave has been noisily rummaging about fruitlessly for hours. 

"The pretty white one you eye-humped and vigorously, obscenely fingered in the shop but then haven't fucking 
played since?" Roger sneers "Yes, and YOU won't ever see it again | took it to Pete Townshend's house, where | 
smashed it into smithereens while he jerked off watching, so cease your god damn crash and thump." 


"Very funny, Roger.” 


[That's the trouble with the whole stupid bloody world.you tell clueless, pigheaded idiots the plain truth and 


they hear only sarcasm] 


heavy breathing 


Pete must have only just staggered toward bed. Chair is still warm, glass sits half-full of the fancy stuff and 
telephone is off the hook. Keith picks up and slurps down remaining cognac with one hand, the other lifting 


receiver to his ear. 


Happy he had resisted goofy urge to affect heavy breathing, Moonie grins gleefully, overhearing that this 


already IS an obscene call. 


[Mum's a good sport who probably won't mind me listening, but Mister Meanie might hang up unless I'm VERY 


quiet. Dunno what Mum sees in him..maybe l'Il find out now] 


dropping eaves 


Author's Notes: 
Knew when composing \"Call The Calls\" that it would be jolly fun to have torrid exchange eavesdropped upon 
at both ends. 


Rick has been trying to fall back asleep after ringing from Roger's room had reverberated through shared 
wall, but startles to catch the words "your cock." 


[What?! Must have misheard..] 

Knowing wall socket conducts sound as well as electricity, Rick arises to poise ear against outlet. 
"wicked, beastly Boy... 

[Roger? Having phone sex? With a man? This is unbelievable.Who the FUCK might He be talking to?] 
"your beautiful blue eyes.” 


Roger's groaned description conjures images of their handsome new guitarist, whose lovely face has haunted 


Rick's dreams of late. 


[No..it COULDN'T be..could it?] 


pianist envy 


Author's Notes: 
Felonious Kane gave me the chapter title for this one. Thanks, droog. 


"Everything you've played today keeps turning into THAT.” complains John "If it's haunting you so hard, just 
fucking FINISH it, already." 


"| can't" Pete regretfully remarks, disinclined to say why, asking "What do you think of it, though?" 
'It's.different..but not without appeal.” Ox opines. "Rather lovely in an austere and forbidding sort of way." 
Pete murmurs "That's exactly how | feel." 

"What's it about, anyhow? What are the words?" 

"Don't know..wish | did" 

"When did you write it?" 


Fingers drifting across keyboard in rapt recollection, Pete admits “I didn't” 


cultural exposure 


Author's Notes: 
Might have another up my virtual sleeve to accompany "flix" chapter..The Mum joke came from FK's own 
woodhotes wild, and | shamelessly appropriated it for Roger. 


"Youre late." Dave relishes opportunity to scold 
"So's your Mum. Soon you'll have a smarter, better-looking little brother.” 

Dave ignores that. "What kept you?" 

"The ballet ran long." (and hard.and thick] Roger deigns to add "Sorry" 

"Been out.exposing yourself.to culture?" 

"Culture exposes itself to ME" Roger corrects with inscrutable smile formed from fond flashbacks. "Sometimes 


it can be a very stimulating and educational experience. Not that YOU would know anything about it" [or about 
my personal life] "I'm here NOW, and | even apologized, so shut up. Let's get to work" 


home movies 


Author's Notes: 


Not sure I'll ever actually WRITE the tale of eventual exhibition, but who knows..? "Magic, do as you will" and 
whatnot. 


"What's going on?" Karen clutches unbuttoned blouse back together as Pete steers her into the room, noticing 
audiovisual apparatus aimed at their bed. 


"You DID, agree, remember?" Pete reminds, pulling her hands away then kissing between breasts. 
"Right NOW?" she protests "My face is off, and my hair's a mess." 

"Fix your makeup if you want." Pete permits. "You may brush your hair, but no lacquer. Leave it soft” 
"WhatEVER has gotten into you?" Karen giggles, intrigued to indulge horny husband's wicked whim. 


"| desire something more interesting to watch." [perhaps exhibit] "than my collection currently contains." 


comparison shopping 


Author's Notes: 
Last "How Can You Do It Alone" was all about possibility, next one will prove it out. Wanted to show Karen's 


interest in future events. 


[Can't be his looks. Scrawny, pockmarked gantry edifice of a man. Nice manners, though] 
Karen beams up into craggy visage, striving to figure out what Pete sees there. 
[He's dying to get this one alone..overnight, even. Why?] 


He speaks with courtly civility, but keen, fierce appraisal communicates deep desires steeped in anger and 


anxiety, an expression Karen has often blissfully beheld above her in bed. 


[Oh! ".vengeance that's never free." Two of a kind, they are. Not sure what's going on, but wouldn't dare get 


between them.unless that's where they want me] 


performance review 


Author's Notes: 
Gosh, | love drabbles. This one resisted even 100, and took some serious tinkering to get right. 


"Has he gone down on you?" Karen gazes up at Pete, still blissfully besotted. "Or you on him?" 


"No." [Said ‘no cocksucking', but also ‘open to eventual renegotiation’.wonder how soon that might be managed] 


"Was he better than me?" 
"He was almost EXACTLY like you." she admits, asking "Did you tell him how | like it?" 


"Didn't need to, apparently." Hard since collar went on, Pete now desires to get off. "You were supposed to get 


him naked." 


"| tried” 


[So have I] Unbuttoning his pants, Pete takes erection in hand, preparing to give that which Roger withheld. 


dirty dog 


Author's Notes: 
A fun challenge with "Maxims" is trying to manage TWO drabbles connected to the same chapter of "Alone". 
Can't do it with every one, but this dogwash worked out nicely. 


[Wanted more, and so did he. Unsure what Karen wanted, but quite confident she enjoyed herself.more than 
she was supposed to. Hope he won't take it out on her. Hell, he's probably taking it out FOR her right now. 


Would he have balked or obliged, had | commanded they perform for me? Smart not to try. Might've lost 
control and given THEM a show. 


Locked the door, but he undoubtedly has a key. Affront or acceptance should he slip, bold and bare, beside me 


here beneath steam and spray? His hands in place of mine? Yes..] 


screw you guys, I'm goin’ home 


Author's Notes: 
Decided to make the Steady Ones platonic friends 


Nick knows this address, but has never been invited inside. [Surprised he called me. Hadn't though he'd want to 
see another drummer right now] Eyeing Jaguar beside them in the drive, he hesitantly inquires "What's He 


doing here?" 


"Your guess is as good as mine. Maybe they'll kill each other." Ox opines, folding himself into the passenger 


seat. 
"You don't mean that, do you?" [The world would never be the same without them..] 
John sighs "Suppose not, but don't really want to think about the alternative." 


Nick agrees as they drive away. "Me, neither." 


slept Together 


Author's Notes: 
"Slept together" was a Big Deal in HCYDIA, and now they have.. 


[He didn't take me to bed, he PUT me to bed like an exhausted child. At least it was a pass-out, not a blackout. 
Memory stops where action did. Kissed me, stripped me, promised to stay with me.held me close..and that was 


all, although we both wanted more. 
Now he's talking to John, who beheld me naked in his embrace, and doesn't seem to mind. 


Enjoyed ideation of jealousy, but can't continue to play one off the other, now that both know better. He can no 
longer deny we've slept together, though] 


forgiving 


Author's Notes: 
Might not get the joke without having read "Reign O'er Me" 


Neither Nick nor Rick gives grief for arriving late, so Dave directs gruff "Sorry." toward Roger smirking and 
lurking against studio's back wall. 


"Think nothing of it" Roger's grin gleams wickedly "I'm in a very FORGIVING mood today." He bursts into tickled 
titters, clearly confusing everybody else in the recording room with uncharacteristically merry mirth. "Let's 
forgive him, fellowsl" has the ring of a quote, but Dave can't place it. 

"Care to share the joke?" 


"Oh, how | WISH!" 


[Roger NEVER giggles.might be tripping. Whatever, | like Him better when He's high, anyway] 


dirty laundry 


Author's Notes: 
Again with "Reign O'er Me"..Yeah, I'm a deviant dog, but Big Brains DID watch it in connected HCYDIA 


Jaguar sits outside, and projector's still loaded. Waters is here.again. John isn't interested in obscenity 
occurring offstage, yet wonders what they were watching. Tugging tongue of filmstrip free to peer through 


single backlit frame, he growls with exasperated embarassment. 
"Airing our dirty laundry, Pete?" 


John had almost forgotten fabricating filthy film, for he's never viewed it nor wanted to. Turning away in 


hopes of banishing messy memories, sweet soprano haunts his head and heart. 
("Its RAINing, its POURing.."] 


Keith was adorable that day..ecstatically eager. Damning deviant dogs, Ox currently cannot curtail solitary 


screening. 


cheers 


Author's Notes: 
Nick's gonna get the 100-word asides accompanying upcoming "Act Il" of RIF. I've developed an abiding fondness 
for this word constraint, even if contraction Thing peculiar to this site DOES give me fits. 


"Who did you call?" Nick surprises himself by asking. 

"Taxi." 

"Lying's not like you, Roger." 

"Too true. What makes you accuse me now?" 

"Heard the word 'blood', and look on your face wos.." [vulnerable? desperate?] "weird." 

[Never seen me in need? Neither has He. l'Il be pitiful putty in talented hands..] "Cab IS on its way." Roger 
insists "So let's share a few quick shots before we say goodbye. Last time on my dime. If you ever want to 
drink with me again after today, YOU'RE buying." 


"| promise | will." 


"Hope you mean that. Cheers." 


axe to (organ) grind 


Author's Notes: 
Have started to see 100 words as a new kind of poem, and am loving composing within constraint. 


"Get out" Pete snaps “lm expecting company.” 

Daltrey digs "Who? We were suh-POZED to work today” 

"You Know Who." [Say, that could be excellent album title] 

"John likes him now, too. Guess he matters more than me?" 

"That's right. Be glad for your high wail, and go practice elsewhere.” 

"He's fooling you, Mum" 

"YOU'RE the fool to judge Him harshly’ 

lls that capital aitch? Oh, hell, Love is real.will this one last?] "He's mean..and cold" 


"He's brilliant..and honest..and here to stay." [If | have anything to say about it] 


sentient security 


Author's Notes: 
Private security spots many a famous face, and must constantly wonder if the tabloids would pay better.. 


[Remembers my name! Look who He's WITH! What might they be doing? Love this job, and could never keep it 
if | talked. Silent staff shares secrets, individually interested in different details. Numbers disguise famous 


names, and we've no clue what goes on inside, although speculation abounds. 


Pink Floyd broke up, now Main Brain comes here to play with him? Both are SO talented.Surely it wouldn't 
jeopardize my position to casually float amongst friends how splendidly they could combine composition? Won't 
mention how beautiful they'd look kissing, nor disclose that | saw them together] 


forfeited love 


Author's Notes: 

This occurs between chapter I7 of "How Can You Do It Alone" and chapter 9 of "The Quiet One". Can't help but 
mention that the handy-dandy "drabble" button makes works register as exactly 100 words even when the 
story itself is NOT. | don't use it, because it was a bitch figuring out that contractions count as TWO words 


and learning how to tailor tales accordingly. 


"GET OUT!" Pete roars, enraged, hurling piano bench end-over-end to crash against doorframe beside curly 


head. "Who let you IN?" 


Spying freshly-spilled blood upon the rug, Roger has no clue who has been hurt, but fears he himself could be 
killed, anxiously asking "What's going on?" 


"A MONKEY couldn't possibly understand the ways of MEN. Music becomes matchsticks and all shall BURN on 
pyre of forfeited love!" 


Stratocaster suddenly seized sweeps swiftly, shockingly shattering ebony and ivory brutally apart in horrifying 
cacophony, forcing Roger to flee for his life from The Face of holy terror. 


pros and cons 


Author's Notes: 
"The Pros And Cons Of A Slow Hand" is an idea I've had for a LONG time, and may one day get around to 


sharing... 


[I'm in the wind again. Can't stand to be alone, so shamefully shattered. There's only one man | could call.. 


coming away from this... looking like | must. 


He never asks nosy questions, and never shows shock What | wouldn't give to learn dirty details of HIS private 
life? We're both too clever and discreet to meddle. 


I'd like to know him better. If he DOES ask, could | share? Can't afford to push anybody else away, and it's 


possible he'd understand. At any rate, | need a new quitarist.professionally, 


In The Firing Line 


Author's Notes: 

Wordcount is all messed up, these days, so | just CAN'T get this to reconcile with what | counted as exactly 
one hundred words (or even what the fucking count at the end of text-box says here) yet still convince the 
main story to say "2100". | get ninety-eight if contractions count as two words (like they used to) and ninety- 
four if they don't, but main count is right now, so that maybe matters more.. since there's no longer listed 
wordcount for individual chapters, anyhow. Also, no amount of trying to change the "select characters" worked 
[tll claim "John Entwistle" while editing, but then stil say otherwise on "Recent Fics" listing], so sorry to 
anybody who thought this would feature Roger and Syd just because the first chapter did. | tried to make it 
right, but | ain't gonna publicly complain.. 


"Hush now, Baby. Baby, don't you cry." drifts dolorously from dinky bedside radio, halting John's fist just as he 


had been preparing to pound on the wall separating him from nasty noises in Pete's suite. 
[Know he's in there alone. Fuck, must be listening to the same station... voice set him off] 
Sounds of stomp and snarl cease, so John stays his hand, mind racing and body pacing. 


[Pete needs a friend right now, but am | the right man for this job? Just when | started to like the guy, he 
walked away] 


